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A poem should not mean 
But be. 


Archibald MacLeish 


River 


Poor old river, 
‘sandbarred flat of 
deadly water from which 
fish flee. 
Dumped on by this myopic 
breed dug in at your shores. 
Your banks and bars 
the cupboard of 

poisons, 

your water 
unsafe for any living use. 
Your hills 
shorn. 
The sky’s reflection 

your brave beauty. 

We talk endlessly 
about the way 
your rape has made you 
a little useless to us. 


Time, 
the cleansing rainbow, 

your own benediction and 
recourse. 


Carolyn Dunn 


Part I 


Stay close 
to the earth 
and keep 

a river 

in your 
back pocket. 


Russel Hunter 


The Grammarian’s Songs 


I 
My Grandchild Encounters Her Unconstructed Grammar 


You wade 

Into the stream, 

Feeling for stones 

Beneath your feet. 

Icy water catches 

Your breath. You tum, gasp, 
And laugh. You raise 

Your foot. You spread your arms 
For balance. You tum your body, 
Moving each foot alternate. 

You peer into the water, 

Neck arched. You spring 

From stone to stone, 

Delighting in skill. 

Your laughter drowns among the sounds 
Of other mountain streams. 


Alone on stones 

You move into yourself. 

Transfixed by rushing water 

And your body’s inner vision, 

You gaze 

Into other streams, 

Other icy stones, 

And other bodies 

Caught in bronzed and marbled motion. 


A fish hawk cnes. 
A condor circles 
In the sky. 
You pause. 
You follow flights of hawks and condors, 
And observe the moving 
Clouds above them. 


You do not have a name 
For every sky those birds have flown in. 


You have never seen these same birds twice the same. 
You have no names for all the sounds 

That beat from one bird’s wing, 

Nor the unique sounds of all the different 

Wings of different moving birds. 


You cannot name them. 
You have no name for sounds 
Never to be repeated 
That you make splashing in the stream. 


Your grammar is unconstructed. 


You have not nouns enough to say, 
‘Water,’ ‘Stone,’ ‘Stream,’ “Hawk,” or ‘Sky.’ 


You cannot name them. 


Again, you put forth 
Your foot, 

Turn and leap. 

And once more you find 
Your body’s elegance. 


Stay! Repeat that move! 
Say, ‘Dance.’ 


Remember. 

Remember stars, sun, 

Hearth fires, moon. 

Remember whining, howling, whispering. 

Remember wind. 

Remember animals, remember birds, remember condor. 
Remember the nine-month sounds 

Of your mother’s beating heart. 


Say, ‘Memory,’ and listen. 

Listen. 
And, if you listen, you may hear the not-yet-heard. 
And, if you look, you may perceive the not-yet-seen. 


And, if you press your brain against your unconstructed grammar, 
You may speak languages of the not-yet-spoken. 


Il 
My Autumn Language Has Only Two Parts of Speech 


Now autumn has come, 

and summer extends into late October. 
Days are shorter, but the noons 

are hot and the winds are heavy 

with smoke from buming tees. 


Now the leaves are gone. 

Incipient winter 
has stripped away concealing foliage; 
trunks exposed, 
branches bare. 


And now my modifiers all are gone. 
My adjectives have fallen away. 
The Thing is there, 

the noun of reality. 
The Act is there, 


the force of Thing 

moving against Thing-- or against itself. 
And my language now is left 

with only two parts of speech. 
All else is derivative. 
All else'is derivative... 


I can no longer see the decorative leaves of summer. 


A.F. Draper 


Cranberries 


Dune buggies thrash up 

a blood-red flow, 

a flood tude of 

cranbernies 

packed into loading trucks 
covered with electric-blue 
tarps edging down the road 
to the gun metal bam 

of Ocean Spray. 


A burgundy brimming 

dry crackling 

yellow-flame autumn 

of leaves scud 

the breeze 

momings cooling 

football lights tuming on 

for Friday nights, 

team letters glowing through the fog 
while young voices zip their places 
on the fields of play. 

Only the finest 

go to press. 


Outrun winter if you can 
stretch into the lazy warm of 
Indian summer. 

Scarlet berries hop 

off the bouncing board, 
swirling back and forth 
belung on down the line 
past the pickers 

pulling out vines and leaves 


and an occasional shrew. 
Only the ripest tumble 

into vats for Cranberry juice! 
Like a prize-winning bouquet 
these bernies of the sand land 
tame to a harvest spray 
misung out of Sandridge. 


Susan Holway 


April at the Apple House 
(Lake Chelan, Washington) 


I rise with the sun. 


The sprinklers ran all night 
to ward off a late freeze. 


Beyond the kitchen window 

the orchard is carpeted with diamonds; 
sparkling strands shimmmer 

from budding boughs. 


By mid-day the air is clear 
and warm. 


The jewels of moming 
have vanished. 


Trish Garrett 
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Coastline Predators 


Wild waves attack 
The shore and hiss 
Back out to sea. 


They ravage headlands 
Hunting rocks to grind 
To satisfy their hunger. 


They devour them 
Hurl tumble and crush 
Them into new sand. 


In calm moods 

They taste the shore 
And why they whisper 
No one knows. 


Georgana Harrison 


Beach Visit 


Let us go visit the beach this evening. 

The congregation will welcome us. 

Neahkanie Mountain will be the podium, 

with fog reaching over its evergreen surface like a 
preacher’s thoughts. 

Waves flow in. 


“Look at all the people!” a girl says to her brother. 
We walk to the surf in small groups, 

Tiny shadows reaching out in quiet and in play, 
over the sandy expanse-- 

big as a soul. 


In the distance, lights flicker, 
showing some of another congregation. 


A father runs, 
holding his infant son. 


Lovers stroll, 
some dance. 


We give each other space 
to find our peace. 


People sleep. 
Do not worry, we will not be chided for sleeping at this church. 


Some gather around altars of fire-- 
absolution of troubles. 


Waves flow in. 
Shelby Case 


Over Young’s Bay: Pintail Hen 


She flies so low, her perfect 

arcing wings stroke and parse 

that silvered grey above the windchop, 
neither light nor spray. 


Her browns and greys yield 

liquid signals so like those 

of the wind-wave mamiage that 

only her wingbeats (twice as fast 

as a human heart) 

hold her here, in tension- 
much as a stnder walks a creekface-- 
visiting this world. 


From broadside this minimal vision, 
sketched by her wings’ stroke. 
Then, drawing the eye, she beats 
south a quarter mile. Definition fails 
as wavetip dance absorbs her pulse. 


She’s gone: 

Set down to feed in weedy shallows; 

or perhaps, relaxing tension, 

let herself back through the greysilver skin. 


Ralph M. Wirfs 
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Nest Crazy 


This ragged nest is well fortified, 

secure in yellow hen’s patient watch: 
silent, borne of dim and feathered memory, 
ancient intelligence in the fullness of time. 


Soft breast plucked naked, fierce heart 
beats hot. Bright eye scans the rim 

for specter hawk, unremembered reptile. 
Expecting no quarter, she gives none. 


Yellow hen sits, watching, barely feeding, 
weary, unreasoning, unflagging, long and long, 
flight forsaken in this fever, awaiting, 

awaiting the chambered thunder of new life. 


Whore-hen, she sits in paper, gravel, seed-- 

on clear eggs, dream eggs, no eggs at all: 

egg-mad, nest-crazy, muttering to herself of 

oily seed, blue shell, sand, sprout, sun, sweet water. 


Misfired impulse of biologic terminus, 
instinctual role in domestic tragedy, 
she setules deep and cocks her head, 
listening for the absent song. 


Donna K. Wright 


1] 


Glass 


A sickening thump against the glass 

alerts adrenalin response 

to the glistening there. 

The garden flagstone serves as bier: 
the tiny brilliant feathered thing 
green, unwet claws spasmodic 
and gaping, needled beak. 


As if to speak or cry or sing, 

an open mouth, round bright eye 
undead. I breathe warm air against 
the liquid chill into my cradling palm 


and wait. At last an almost silent 
note, a cheep or peep, then 

longer, sweeter, more musical 

than I could bear to hear, 

its sparkling, woven breast beneath 
ught-clenched, groping feet. 


I turn the bird upnght in hope, 

its litle feet cold twigs, 

and watch it flail and dive, 

minute, broken-bladed windmill, 

to wet stones below, neck all awry, 
and beat, beat, beat exquisite wings 
against enraged and unforgiving rock 
until, at last, it lies still. 


Donna K. Wright 
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Companion Colors 


Red _ shoes, 

and the bird is 

yellow, 

with tangerine checks. 

He hops onto 

my nght toe 

and nibbles the white lace, 
cocks his head 

and winks 


an ink-drop eye. 


Rae Marie Zimmeriling 


Still Life 


White linens, 
scent of cedar and azalea, 
slanung shadows 
on a wood floor, 
cool as flute notes. 
Across the bed 
hies 
a coverlet, 
blush-pink and thin, 
its scalloped edge turned down 
like parted lips tasting 
an imagined kiss. 
The door stands 


ajar... 
Outside, 
heavy-lidded peonies 
let fall 
white petals 
on the lawn. 


Rae Marie Zimmerling 
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Knowing When 


Snow and freeze. 
The herbs in the garden 
suspend themselves 
in the cold bath of fallen cedar branches. 
In the white air 
seagulls take erratic rides. 
The mint goes. 
The sage lives inside itself. 
The rosemary hesitates. 
The marjoram is cut low. 
But the oregano thrives; 
gets new branches overnight, 
opens fat leaves as though the ground were 
Corsica and the sky reflected in the 
Caribbean, it fills 
and overfills space, strides beyond cold, caresses obstacles 
out of its 
way, and (beyond tastefulness now) invades the mossy 


yardgrass, has still more energy, flicks down roots as it moves, 
into the space it makes, into its own hot dervish, into Mardi Gras and jubilance. 


Carolyn Dunn 
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The Road Home 


Tum, just off the highway 
past the large field 

with a wooden bam 

and ancient apple trees 
where we see deer 

eating apples in the fall 
and where once a fox crossed 
before us on the road 
another tum, and past 

the house where a man 
who suffered too long 
finally took his life 

then past the house that had 
a chimney fire 

several winters back 

slow down for children 
and their dogs 

the next tum, on the left 
you might see elk in those 
months when the trees have 
lost their leaves and often 
look like elk themselves 
drop down into a river 
valley and tum upstream 
into the age old pathway 

of salmon, up beyond 

the works of man 
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into a tiny nurse stream 

just one fish wide 

so small you can hear 

tree roots sucking up the water 
then further untl it disappears 
into stone, and further 

until stone merges with cloud 

and at that edge 

I emerge, home at last. 


Russel Hunter 
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We Need the Rain 


Before you, | swam 

in a high mountain lake, 

a hole between black peaks 
and snow like the grey 

side of a dream. 

I squatted on an island 

rock pressing my face 
against the air, staring 
openly at grey sheets of ice, 
the kind you should 

look through, like a window 
from the other side of warmth. 


Tonight steam rises 

off these hot springs, 

and you wipe the rain 

off my face with your finger. 
We talk about green moss 
all alive, wet and clean. 
Northem lights warm 

the sky. We look for lights 
in the water and find 

each other. We need the rain. 
There is no window 

between your face and mine. 


Polly Buckingham 
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Part Il 


Man, that was the life 


Man, that was the life 

back in the old neighborhood 
playing hide and go seek 

til the whistles 

the human whistles 

called you home 

or parents 

echoed your name out loud, 
Bobbie, Melvin, John... 

and you wouldn’t want 

to go home 

all hot and sweaty 

lying in some field 

on a slope 

maybe with a breathless girl 

in some stranger’s yard 

the light growing darker 

and darker 

and you, you’ve got a great hiding 
place 

And the seekers just counted 50 
and left from behind the tree 
and you’re safe 

in that great hiding place 

even caught you can 

run and run P 
and try and reach home base 
before 

but who cares if you even get 
caught 
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it’s a game to play 

on a hot summer night 

unul the whistle blows 

and you come marching in 
knowing tomorrow’s another 
day. 

A better hide and 

maybe it'll last 

just a little longer. 


Now, 

I’ve got a dead 

whisky on one side 

live beer on the other. 
I’m worried I don’t 
make a good cappuccino, 
and about taxes due 
health insurance 

and about the rent 

but not that I can’t whistle 
but that I don’t have 
anyone to whistle for 


that was the life 
baseball every day 
with a whiffle ball 
different teams 

every day 

different heroes 
baseball cards that 
came to life 

that got bent 

that weren’t collected, 
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no salanes 

no free agents 

no paychecks 

no deposits 

no mortgage 

no ayatollah 

no Rushdie 

no war 

NO sex, 

No a litile sex, 

but only like kids know sex, 
all clean 

and all fun, 

no gonorrhea 

no syphilis. 

no aids 

no nintendo 

no matrimony 
palimony 

no fagamonia 

no fagamania. 

We were all fags then, 
all gay, sun bleached 
friends in love and hiding, 
we didn’t know what 


Charles P. Holboke 
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Coyote 


I live in another country now. 
I didn’t choose to come here. 
Pain drove me, 

Like a coyote at my heels, 
With litile rest or peace. 


The journey continues with no end in sight. 
Like a child again, 

I learn the rules by breaking them. 
My guides direct me through the darkness. 
I’m beginning to understand “Why?”, 
How I created my pain and needed it, 
To teach me. 

When I see someone in a wheelchair 
Or limping down the street with a cane, 
My heart quickens and I wonder, 
“What country are they in?” 


Carolyn Geiger 


Traveler 


Quietly, I drift. 


The unfamiliar becomes my home. 
Loving strangers minister 
to my pain. 


Memones of far travels; 

images of all that I have done or been 
evoke a rich tapestry of sights, 
sounds, and feelings. 


I am comforted. 


The best of the world remains with me. 
I sense the ebb and flow of 
beloved voices; 


A tender touch... a cool hand slipped 
into my fevered palm; 

the smiling faces of my joy 

appear and re-appear. 


Gentle tears of concern drop, 
like delicately scented oil, 


upon me. 

The anguish of heroics is done. 
In peace I continue, unhurried, 
toward the mystery; 


the unknown portion of this journey 
for which I was bom. 


Trish Garrett 


Part-timer 


An eene place to work 

this broom closet 

so close to the men’s john 
Strangers walk in unexpected. 
Down the stairs of Towler 

past the skulls of anthropology 
past the missile from physics 
jetting off to the nght 

come to the office of a part-timer. 


At class time 

we haul books upstairs 

past the plastic people 

lying on hospital beds 

in the comer room of the nursing wing. 
River sunset beams 

through green bridge spears 

globes of pink and orange sherbet 
dipping gold into the Columbia. 


Before they are out the door 

on their way to a degree 

of wholeness, let us praise: 

Cindy, working her way up 

from the bottom of a bottle, 

Judy dancing through auto mechanics, 
Roxie the Red who does a “take” on 
this writing business, 

Bob who has not quite left 

the late great days of high school, 
Nancy whose punk hairdo 

and spoiling for a fight 

serve her well in her papers, 


Ron, babysitting twins 

working the night shift, 

yet taking a full load, 

the Jacksons with nine children, 
endangered renters of Emerald Heights, 
Linda, a lover of the Seaside scene, 
who can never make it 

more than half-way through the term, 
Justin the sailor 

gone with the tude 

and Kathy, prettier now she’s in love, 
the surprise of students 

doing the grit work 

of write, revise, 

write again 

and yet again 

as the words pile up 

in this classroom by the sea. 


Susan Holway 
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He Wishes for a Poem 


If I could 

I would write a poem 

so beautiful 

it would make you cry— 


Not a poem 

of common, sentimental lines ~ 
meant to crudely tear 

at the scars 

you carry inside— 

(That we all carry inside}— 


But a poem 

of one simple line 
or one perfect word 
that would somehow 
let you know— 


(And your tears 
would be bome joyfully 
of this knowing)— 


That you 
are not alone. 


S.E. Haugen 


Ode to the Street Musician 


And there he stands 

Clarinet in hand 

Amid the trash and the clutter 
Of the Street 

Making music 

Like a blossom 

In the desert 


Beverly Brown 


The Visit 


The men talked across the room 
of computers, photography, 
jobs: past, present, future. 


The women talked quietly on the couch 
of living without them. 


Nancy Lind 


26 


He Loves Me 


He loves me, and is willing 
to give me everything 


I asked him for his eyes 
he painted me a picture 


I asked him for his mind 
he wrote me a poem 


I asked him for his ears 
he played me a song 


I asked him for his heart 
he gave me love 


I asked him for a fortune 
he gave me himself 


I asked him for tomorrow 
he gave me his children. 


Heather Coffman 


Lesson in December 


I thought Thad 
forgiven 
my father the sexual abuse 
but, I find bending down 
for a goodnight 
kiss 
his arms pinned to those 
of the chair by my own 
hands 
Betsy Clary 


Blue Women 


An October afternoon. We sit across the glass 

topped coffee table sipping tea. Light casts shadows 

on the tall trees beyond the windows where the cathedral 
ceiling reaches to the sun fading sky. You tell me 

the end is near. I am watching bluebirds flit 

in and out of the branches. The weight 

of shadow on the underside of evergreen limbs. 

There is no life beyond this moment, only the slow 

slant of light, a flash of blue. 


We have never talked of shifting light How the sun 
comes full season, then welcomes the veil of rain, 
easterly winds. How our ancient mothers and sisters 
painted their naked bodies blue, adorned themselves 
with their power animal, a painted panther, a wolf, 

a golden eagle. How they circled their blue 

breasts with black paint as though their naked chests 
and abdomen was shield enough. Squeezing their thighs 
against the hot hide of their horse, they raised 

their spears and howled life into battle. 


You set your teacup on the table. “I want you 

to have this,” you say, handing me the awkward 

towel wrapped gift. “I know you have always wanted 
i.” My fingers, benumbed by the knowledge of passings, 
unwrap this homely garbed token of your lifetime’s 
passion. For me, because I always wanted it. 


Round like an ouroboros, green like jade, the dragon 
reveals herself into my hands. Her tail winds into 

a second circle, the scales of her full body become 
the container and from her open mouth life’s blood 
can flow out, a tea I will drink again and again. 


“Because you asked, I want you to have this,” you said. 

A Renaissance woman, you chose a white room, you chose 
to close the door on your past life and open it instead 

to yourself. You, who at fifty painted your body 

blue and carried the lioness over the top of the third 

hill of this life. Shaman woman. Pnestess. She 

Who Draws the Circle Closed. 


Light fades against the far sill. We are silent now. 

The dragon teapot lies fallow in my lap. We both 

Stare towards the evergreens, bluebirds. 

We will remember this silence. 

Not as the last ume. But as the beginning of what 

is seen. In the heart, light always slants at an angle, 
allowing even the faintest glimmer to light the blue way. 


Dian Greenwood 


30 


Flyspeck 


At a whitewashed fence Nancy and | stand, 
shoulder to shoulder in a light rain, 

perms in our graying hair, L.L. Beans on our backs, 
steaming cups of chocolate forgotten, 

our fingers crossed. 


In the arena, horses plow dust 
as fine as a sparrow’s bath. 
Helmeted riders on pumping thighs parade. 


Last out is the child, 

a flyspeck on the withers of a tall black gelding, 
nerves radiating like ambitious sunbeams 

from tiny gloved hands and seat. 


Nancy and I share a look without smiling 
and jam our fence-leaning elbows together. 
She swallows audibly. There are tears 
aching at the back of my throat. 

The flyspeck on the black is hers, 

mine by association. 

I am auntie by abstraction. 


After the show there are tears: 

one disqualification, one red ribbon 

(“and in my heart a blue”). 

The men of the family fret and soothe and beam. 


Nancy and I lean against a stall, 

pushing our fists into our pockets, 

and ponder bridle and bit, checkrein and quirt, 
and dream of the lift, the power, the joy 

of the unfeticred leap through thick, resisting air 
that clears the solid obstacle. 


Donna K. Wright 
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Mother, Wife and Fiend 


He rises very early, 

And awakens me with a pat, 

To pack his lunch and fetch his clothes, 
Find his wallet, keys and hat. 


He lets me know he’s feeling frisky 
As I reach for my coffee cup, 
Won’t my darlin’ ever leam 

To back off till I wake up? 


“Another day, another dollar,” he says, 
“Think about me today.” 

“You bet, goodbye and good riddance.” 
I mumble as he drives away. 


I get to wake the kids up now 

And get them off to school, 

I hear; “I need this.” “I can’t find that.” 
“Mom, these clothes are so uncool!” 


With these lovely tasks out of the way 

I can have some time to myself, 

For laundry, dishes, vacuuming, 
Scrubbing the toilet and dusting shelves. 


Then off to college for me 

To broaden my horizons, 

There is something making an awful noise, 
It’s this thing that I’m drivin’. 


Home again, lots of studying to do, 
But perhaps I'll relax before 

The kids get home from school 

to track mud on my clean floors. 


And what do you know? Hubby’s home, 
He had a rough day, poor baby. 

“You never have ume for me,” he says, 
So I'll be attentive later. (Maybe.) 


Dinner, homework, dishes, snuggling, 
Then off to bed by ten, 

Can’t wait to get up tomorrow, 

And do it all again. 


But hey, there’s always the weekend, 
Yep, fishin’ I might get took. 

If I’m really sweet to my love, 

he might let me bait his hook. 


No, really I love my family very much, 
My life’s not such a mess, 

I’ve just got an attitude, 

It must be P.M. ... 


Kathy Dabbs 


Ironing 


Late Sunday aftemoons when winter 

sun takes an early rest, I push the hot 
iron Over cotton, over rayon and silk. 

I mimic the small, secret acts I leamed 
from you, Mama, your life lived 

and wom close to the bone, those 
protruding veins along your outstretched 
arm. This*ring, | now wear, was somehow 
too large for your bone thin hand. No 
matier, ironing was your ume, you once 
told me, to think alone, your mind could 
piece together the fragments of your secret 
despair, or your longing for what seemed 
impossible, that connection back along 
gravel roads and blue highways to a 
place where crickets lifted summer nights 
above the marshy pond. Here, with the 
mouon of monotony, you could reuum 

to the quiet of an attic where you 

lay as a young girl, awake beneath 

the heavy quilts, your breath a vapor 

of truth that you were alive in the sull 
darkness, live in the sleeping sounds 

of your brothers, your sister Ruth 

beside you in bed. Now, your arm 

glides over the wrinkles, hands 

like hungry birds pick at the sleeves, 

and collars, adjusting a cuff, 

laying flat the sleeve that needs 

its. full length stretched before 

the heat of your body’s force. 
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But when you were a child, you dreamed 
beneath the northem lights playing 

a symphony of green shadows, a life 
more real in your private solitude 

than anyone would ever know. 

Now, in the quiet of your ironing, you 
are the dream weaver, you are onyx 

and diamonds. You are awake 

to a rush that knows you are 

coming home. Home at last. 

To the cave of your own wisdom. The 
womb of your abundant love. Your arm 
stretches and moves, oblivious to the 
crinkled hem, the shoulder seams. 

You are nding on your own wings 

and you are free. Soaring. Swooping. 
At last. For these few hours it takes 

to empty the basket. To know a job 
well-done. 


Dian Greenwood 


Magdalene’s Song 


Night filters down 

and settles on the room 

where I lie 

wailing. 

I am dressed and 

ready for his knock, 

but hope 

I shall hear his voice calling 

from far off. 

Should daylight come before him, 

_ I shall rise and spend the hours 

listening, 

straining at the gate, 

not heeding the noisy toil at my back. 
“Come,” they will say, “You are sull 
dreaming. He will not return...” 

(they will smile at one another, knowingly) 
“if he was ever here at all. Things remain the same 
since time began.” 


But I cannot forget how light 
danced on his face... 
my name in his mouth... 


Night slumbers on. 

The walls and the sleepers are 

dumb. 

The moon alone 

is aware 

of my coat by the door. When he comes, 
it will be ume to go. 


Rae Marie Zimmerling 
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Albert Lee looked out to sea, the water’s smell was sweet 


Albert Lee looked out to sea, the water’s smell was sweet. 
The sea was blue and the light breeze grew. He said to 
himself, “I wish she and I could meet.” 


Lilly May was starting her day; the moming lay clean on the 
cobblestone. Her future lay at the end of the quay, in her 
job she worked quite alone. 


A daily commute, past alleys of soot, brought her catering 
cart to the dock. She sold sandwiches and juices to people of 
all uses, and watched closely over her stock. 


“The sun sure is bright,” said Albert Lee in the light as he 
ordered up a meal. The dark shine of her sunglasses reflected 
the passes of men who were looking to steal. 


But, Albert Lee’s eyes she felt with surpnse as she handed 
him his change. He ate with a sigh and seagulls did cry while 
they fought for garbage remains. 


The crowd came as usual, push, shove and refusal, it was part 
of Lilly May’s work. She served each one, it was never much 
fun, and she always went home before dark. 


Lilly May watched Albert Lee; he stood looking to sea, in the 
noontime heat. Came a vision to her mind, a dark shadow 
unkind, a mean figure from his head to his feet. 


She shook the thought off with a shrug and a scoff; not 
letting the dark image abuse her. The docks had for sure, a 
certain lure for people who liked to live looser. 


There came a boat to the pier, as she looked in her mirror, 
Albert Lee went to the dock to assist. Coasting silently in, 
on a slight breath of a wind, came a dark boat which no one 
had missed. 


Her head jerked around and she passed a small sound; nameless 
frights inside her went soaring. The captain of the boat wore 
a dark raincoat and had eyes that seemed to be lunng. 


Albert Lee sat on a bench, and ordered a drink to quench his 
thirst in the afternoon’s swelter. This time his eyes brought 
no surprise; they seemed familiar as though he had felt her. 


She glanced side to side and said “Don’t take that nde, the 
captain brings dark to the day.” 

“You're a heart-throb, but I must take the job,” said Albert 
Lee to Lilly May. 


“Use your heart, not your head, think of me instead, you 
might not retum after leaving.” 

“Think of you.” Albert thought, such sweet words he had 
sought, though he said, “But I must make a living.” 


“Come with me instead. You'll like it” She said, “I’ve seen 
you catch work here for years.” So their day was done, an 
evening together begun, and the dark boat sank down at the 
piers. 


Archie Buchanan 


Soft light throws harsh, filamentous grief 
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Soft light throws harsh, filamentous grief, 

It has a history more despicable than (my) own. 

Dark and angular cliffs beckon... guarded by salesmen with elephant 
rifles. Their freshly starched suits and vulture pupils haunt 
(me)-- 

... (i) am a living mass... (i) am the life of millions 

and 

millions 

are the life of (me). 

Parasites inhabit (me): they absorb coffee cake... 

and throw tupperware parties in (my) secret places. 


Now 
(i) am calling up the mothers of mission children, 
and asking them if they like to drink milk. 


(i) am well known in these parts, 

but (i) tire of the soft light and its venomous past. 
helplessness is its only offer... 

as it brings (me) into the minds of millions. 


Il. 

When (i) first met myself, 

(i) was aiming a slingshot at (my) geometry teacher. 
His sulfurous voice had a tendency to mock (my) imagination 
and to catapult (me) 

to 

a 

more 

...distant mentality. 

The dry ice in (my) backpack stank of mediocrity, 

and his face casually had the word “gerbil” written on it. 
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(i) woke up smothered in tin foil and a stomach full of 
carbonic acid... Coca-cola slowly rotting away at (my) intestnes-- 
(i) felt THERE WAS A DIRE URGENCY WITHIN TO BE NEEDED. 


The throbbing disco drumbeat of all (my) peers 

take (me) back 

into the arms of the countryside. 

(i) was five million light years late for (my) dentist appointment. 


Il. 

Fortunately for you, 

sometimes (i) can go to other parts of the world. 

A strange machine transforms (me) to a more motile organism, and-- 
in the process (1) enable it to masturbate... 

its cold, spindly steel greedily spasms with cartoon-like melody. 
Soon after (i) am whisked away to other parts of the world, 
frantically asking the citizens of the yet unknown country 

if they have any spare change. 


And the world seldom accepts (me), for (i) 
am counterfeit in the currency of their morality. 


But when (i) am accepted... 


Tobias Cron 
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Cracks in Dirt 
My face reflects 
the fear in my soul. 


How can I have peace 
with this big war inside me? 


I want to forget myself 
at least once a day, 


forget approval, forget doubt, 
forget good and bad 


and get lost in 
all kinds of surprises, 


sounds of birds in sunlight, 
tiny shiny bugs crawling across minute cracks in dirt. 


Steve Cleveland 
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I am a jagged progression of angles 

loitering, shifting and unpredictable 

in erratic postures beneath the bedsheet 

trying to deceive this passionless silence, 

the celibate hours of night beyond midnight 

and move secretly, toward sleep. 

I] am a knee pulled up in the cup of my hand 

stitching together yesterday’s scenes 

in quick, loose motions with the thread of recurrence: 
stopping at a newsstand, the streets 

licked wet with fog, walking, thought, 

and on top of this, a wild need 

to spit bitterness at routine. 

I am amms curling around pillows 

burying all the day’s buildings, remembering 

just an arc of laurel alongside a late winter garden 
preceding sun and seed, where | paused 

and out from rain-beaded leaves, a sparrow, 

then another, filling the whole patch of unmasked earth 
with frail movement and toccata, the year’s 

first exit from stillness, featureless gray. 

I am a random spill of hair 

shipwrecked in the seaweed of myth, symbols and fear 
delivered from the vortex of perfect insaneness 

below the ocean floor 

without a mask, without oars 

twisting in the brine, coughing up bits of shell 

as the moon navigates itself in the misted hollows of sky 
between my east window and my west. 

I] am eyes 

like two coins alive in a grotto of stone 

deciphering occasional shafts of carlight skimming 
these cold walls, the street’s electricites poised in a trapezoid 
a river of weightless ships, their beacons 

echo needles into the current. 
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I am an arrangement of bones 

no different from the rest, put into place without my consent, 
a cage 

discarding each thought, the next, and the next 
over the bed’s edge and into the black 

like arrows heaped up in a useless pile of shadows. 
I am each forgotten breath 

wandering out, searching for nothing and all 

lying awake in the muted moming’s sorrow 

again and again pulled out from sleep 

into the heart of strange fires 

lying awake as a vessel of possibility. 


Juanita Huebner 
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